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scars and medals of many a hard-fought battle.
We followed them into their quarters with the quaint
wooden cabins and watched them having their
great Sunday dinner of meat and potatoes and
pudding. Spotting two Mutiny-veterans I stopped
to talk to them. One with dilated eyes and open
mouth described what terrible times they had
guarding the women and children in the Residency
at Lucknow; while the puckered old face of the
other beamed as he lifted his crutch and vividly
related how they stood their ground with Bobs at
the Siege of Delhi. On Sunday afternoons, while in
town, we generally went to concerts either at the
Queen's or Albert Hall. At the latter place I heard
the boy pianist, Solomon. In his boy's breeches
and lace-collar he naturally touched the heart of
his audience the instant he stepped on the platform
and at the end of his wonderful performance he
captured it right away and carried all before him.
The whole big crowded hall almost rose to its feet
and cheered him to the echo. And well it might,
I thought, for never did a pianist rouse in one such
a surging torrent of accumulated emotion one
moment and melt it away the next into such a
caressing ripple of silver-toned notes.

While in India I had frequently read that London
had lost its old-time gaiety since the outbreak of
^hostilities and that at night it looked comparatively
dark and deserted. I was, in consequence, consider-
ably surprised to find it as gay and crowded as I had
known it years before. The matinees and evening
performances at whichever theatre I went I found